And from that day on a new type of steel 
flowed from the open-hearth furnaces. 

In place of the noisy, rimming, effervescent 
mass that rushed down the spout when ordinary 
steel was made, thie ladles received a thick, quiet, 
hich-quality. metal, designed for armour plate. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Coming into the laboratory, early one morn- 
ing, Krainev learned that No. 3 furnace had 
turned out a heat which was not up to specifica- 
tions. His lips set in a grim line. This was the 
second failure since his shop had begun to 
work on the defence assignment. 

As always, Krainev began the day by mak- 
ing an unhurried tour of the shop. Pausing 
at the furnaces, he pointed out, here excessive 
draft, there a pile of rubbish on the charging 
ievel. He checked the readings of the recording 
instruments, and made several notes in his mem- 
orandum book, Only when this was done did 
he get out for the record room to receive the 
report of the night shift. 

Mefore the war, the workers had never gath- 
ered for thke report immediately upon the whis- 
Ue. Mo had been the custom to come in a quarter 
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of an hour later, after turning 
to the incoming shift, Washing 
into town clothes. Now things 
The moment the shift Was over, 
to the record room to hear the 
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angrily Stop guilt. 


move lest they 


motioned into silence, would 
inside the door, afraid to 
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Today. there was a report on the losses of 
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the German fascist troops in six weeks of battle. 
“A good job, al] that scum done away with!” 

szid Nikitenko. raising a hand to smooth back 

his ‘Scorched hair. “But they keep pushing and 

pusiing. the devils, on Smolensk, and Uman, and 

selaya Tserkoy, When are we going to stop 
“Tf we 
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eyes, “A very dear foreman. A nice lot of money 
you're costing the works. Again your steel has 
to be scrapped.” 

“Sergei Petrovich,” Shatilov began; but Krai- 
nev interrupted. 

“You're a tankman, Shatilov. You and | 
we ought to be at the front, but we’re kept here 
instead to make steel, tank steel. And what do 
we do? Six tanks could have been armoured 
out of that heat. Do you know where the trouble 
lies ?”’ 

“Yes, I took over from Lyutov in bad shape.» 

“For the second time!” 

“For the second time, Sergei Petrovich.” 

For a moment Krainev did not speak, mak- 
ing an effort to restrain his rising anger. Rep- 
etition of mistakes was a thing he could never 
forgive, in himself or in others, At length, he 
said: 

“Tid you have orders from me not to take 
over from any foreman if the heat hadn’t been 
conducted properly? Is that right?” 

“That’s right, Sergei Petrovich. It’s my fault.” 

“Then why the devil don’t you carry out 
your orders?” Krainev shouted. “Who gave you 
permission to spoil steel? ‘That’s right, Sergei 
Petrovich. It’s my fault, Sergei Petrovich.’ I 
know my name’s Sergei Petrovich. Once you take 
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heat, it’s your responsibility, Why i, 


over @ 0 | 
7 ‘else could I do? Lyutov’s an ey. 
perienced foreman. It’s sort of awkward to Say 
anything.” 


“Ah so it’s awkward to say anything 4, 


Lyutov. But it ‘on’t awkward, I suppose, t, 


spoil a heat! It ‘con't awkward to let down the 


works! To let down the front!” 
On the last word, Krainev almost choked 
with indignation. a 
The door swung open, admitting a girl in 
a white beret. She paused in the doorway, 
brushing back a lock of chestnut hair that had 
slipped onto her forehead. The strained silence 
in the room told her that the report this morn- 
ing Was not an ordinary one. She glanced at 
the shop manager, then at the foreman, irying 
to guess what had gone wrong. 
“Comrade Teplova,” 
il ean “aW up an 
‘moval, and hay 


ard: ‘Shame! 
heats!’ ” 


said Krainev, turning to 
order for foreman Shati- 
— e thie artist make a_ plac: 
°Creman Shatiloy spoiled two 
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face renewed his bitter chagrin. A trifle—a few 
thousandths of one per cent of phosphorus above 
the limit—and ten hours of intensive labour 
thrown to the winds. 

nnrne all, however, he blamed himself. 

It shows [ve heen a poor teacher,” he said 
aloud. “Too lenient.” 

To him, the foreman’s error was his own. 

For some minutes after Krainev had left, a 
heavy silence hung in the record room, The first 
to break it was Lutsenko, a veteran melter who 
had retired on pension some years before, but 
had returned to work when the war began. 

“Time and again I’ve warned you, Shatilov,”’ 
he said glumly, “not to give Lyutov any leeway, 
taking over after his shift. And what do you do? 
‘Yes. Nikolai Ivanovich, if you please, Nikolai 
Ivanovich.’ A nice job you take over from Nik- 
olai Ivanovich! When he’s going to tap the 
heat himself, he runs everything just so; but if 


he sees it won’t be tapped in his shift, he’s sure 
trick. And you take the con- 


to play some dirty 
sequences!” 

“It’s the worst t 
said Sasha, a young 
works from a steelmen’s trade 


very loud, with an angry spar 
oreman. 
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school, He spoke 
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“What do you know about jt?” 


asked from a far corner. 

“Mavbe I don’t know too much, wij - 
head.” Sasha returned. “But my back knows, wel 
enouch. I can’t straighten up til next day 
with all the limestone I have to dump. ir the 
furnace. when we take over after Lyutov,” 

“A fine job: six tanks off the plan, a hy; 
dred rubles of bonus lost, and tons of materia] 
wasted—it won't be remelted so soon! Brought 
shame on ourselves, and lost our foreman, and 
mace a hole in our own pay,” said Nikitenko. 
cis eyes fixed mournfully on the floor. 

“Shatilov!” said Matviyenko. “Remember 
what Gayevoi said at the last meeting? ‘Some- 
times vou let one man off easy, and it works out 
azainst all the rest.” 

“you can all go to hell!” exclaimed Sha: 
ne “Ae a _ listening in silence all this 
“nt enough to get it from the 
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riedly, copying out long columns of figures. And 
as the columns grew, her face became very grave. 

The telephone rang. It was Krainev. remind- 
ing her that he must have the data on the 
work of the shop for the past twenty-four hours. 
by the time she brought him the required mate- 
rial. there was no more than twenty minutes 
left before the general morning report in the 
director's oflice. Krainev glanced reproachfully 
at the clock. Teplova apologized, explaining 
that she had been unavoidably detained, 

Sergei Petrovich began to look through the 
material she had brought him. He was always 
pleasantly surprised by the care and thorough- 
ness with which these daily summaries were 
drawn up. Besides the essential] output figures, 
they contained a wealth of supplementary in- 
formation on the work of men and _ furnaces: 
quota fulfilment, expenditure of raw materials. 
and duration of the different processes, by crews 
and shifts, A special account was conducted 
for each foreman, indicating every heat tapped 
since the beginning of the year. In the plant 
where Krainev had worked before, detailed sum- 
maries had been drawn up only once a month. 
Here, ag a result of the thorough accounting 
system Teplova had instituted, this data was 
4Vallable daily. And. having such precise and up- 
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‘nformation always at his fingertips ; 
manager of the open-hearth shop invariably o,. 
out the victor in arguments with the transpoy 
supply. and power departments during the (dai 
seneral reports. How the girl managed it \:, 
hard to understand. 

This morning, the summary was far fron 
exhaustive. But Krainev had very little — time 
and could only glance through! it hastily. 

“It wasn’t Shatilov’s fault,” Teplova said su. 
denly. 

Krainev looked at her in surprise. —_ 

“And what makes you stand up for him?” he | 
demanded sharply, - 

“You see, Sergei Petrovich, Shatilov 1s of 
es a foreman. He’s a member of the Comsom® 
and....” 


to-date 


“As secretary of the shop Comsomo! unit 
youd be doing better to see that Comsomol me" 
vers don't spoil steel,” Krainev put in. 

“That's just what [’m trying to do, Serst 
Petrovich. whom 


an 


Let me ask you: one question : 


you count the best foreman in the shop: 


ly 7 ‘4 ° Sw \ 
itor | course.” he replied impatien! 


avin af the Clock. He had vers bittl 
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room today, al 
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Peplova beret hu 


you 
Shatiloy.”” 
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sadly, “and I heard what the others had io 
vy, They had it in for Shatilov, well enough; 
hut they cursed Lvyutov, too, for the way he turns 
ser his heats to the next shift. I decided to 
sake a check. And it’s true. All the heats Lyutov 
‘ans come out perfectly right. But both rejected 
heats came out of furnaces that Lyutov had started 
and handed on to the next shift. And another 
thing. Even when the heats he hands on come 
out right, they drag out longer than the usual 
time. Here’s the data.” And she showed Knainev 
the material she had been working over all morn- 

The conclusions indicated were unexpected, 
and Krainev sat for some time, thinking over 
them. The telephone rang, reminding him that 
he was late. Thrusting Teplova’s materials into 
is pocket. he hurried to the director's office. 

The report had already begun, and he had 

ask permission to enter. When he came in 
"¢ manager of the blast furnace shop, his re- 
port delivered. was lighting a_ cigarette. and 
) Nechayey was reporting on the work of the 
‘Olling mills, Dubenko paced restlessly up and 
down, his hands behind his back. His lean, 
Nervous face expressed displeasure, win ining 
“crewed up, and the other eyebrow raised —a bad 
Sign. 
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= “the work of his shop. Remove the 

on 


t him on some other job!” 


rupl 
report 
foreman 8P€ Pr a followed, Dubenko said mor 

4 lengthy tirade Iollo ms b te al 2 

nal he same things Krainev himse ga; 
- eatiae: but he put them at i veagih 
ok “, sharper terms. Krainev felt : or wing 
a He would have preferred the sternest 
mand. were it only brief and to the point 
* this protracted “sawmill,” as he called the 
director's moralizings. It was beyond endurance. 
Finally. he broke out: 

“There's no need to tell me all that, Pyotr 
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ivanovich, I know it perfectly well, and Ill do 


ever thing necessary. But . I’m not going 10 
remove Shatilov.” 
bo % ; “| . . : . 
lou }| remove him immediately. ’ 
“| 


son ° 99 
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. a 4 explanations. 
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vwdé ne longer control his irritation. The oth- 
ers stared after him and Gavevoi shrugged 
sepproving v. Dubenko. vows was not dis- 
ret. He knew his open-hearth shop manager 
well Homself. Dubenko would “fare up as sud. 
ten’ as gunpowder. often for trifling reasons. 
bhrewoe. on the other hand. would explode only 
alter long internal seething: and. once his anger 
mat found outlet. would quickly regain control. 
4nd so it wag on this occasion. Exasperated 
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y the cirettoors peremptory decision. Krainev 
4: the room. lest his tongue get the betier of 
bom He sxx oked a cigarette or two. then tele 


waenen tae shop and had a talk with the foreman. 
Whe he felt that he could Keep himself in 
le nernee to the director's _ oFice. Du- 
“There! Tes all « over.” > The report contin- 
44 2 ueual, In conclusion, Senin, the manager 
JS te transportation department. announced the 
curser of carloads of armour plate despatched. 
Bonen toe report was over. Krainev spent some 
ume is the shop. and then returned to his office. 
Vue order for shatilovs demotion would not be 
vueteda until} the next day. and Krainev was in 
My marry ty yenew his argument with Dubenko. 
The director was stubborn. Until he had reached 
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decision. he 46 OPEN 19 argument ; afterwards, he 
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was impervious to the hooght vane aPpeal 
Moreover, Dubenko thoug it bad f ight 
Lyutor, and it would be difficult, if not im 
‘ble. to convince him that Lyutoy Was 1, 
_— for Shatilov’s failure. Nor could Krainey 
rant £0 - further without a thorough check 
on Teplova’s conclusions, With this in mind, : 
looked attentively through the a 
“Suppose I send for Lyutov and ta ) "i 
with him frankly,” he thought, as he lai hr 
av aside: but he at once snentonnl _ 
sen. Lyutov was an arrogant and — 
man. Holdine first place in the shop, he 7” 
sidered himself infallible, and would never admi 
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Then. suddenly, 
curred to Krainey, 


take over from hi 
shift 


a very simple solution 0¢- 
Lyutov must be compelled ° 
mself : to work on after his 
- and carry to completion a heat he had bee" 


xI 
“*Pecting to turn over to the foreman of the ne 


nat Would 


" : demonstrate. not only to Lyutoy 
“06 Ww all the Workers. but, stil] more important. 
hie directo, how dishonest] y Lyutov worked. 
‘ —_ LPPOse even that fail, to convince Dw 
i — asked himself. pacing uneasil’ 
S Burying lewd ‘ Moment later, he 

, ae , fea ; tha 
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He found Teplova there, explaining some- 
thing to Matviyenko with great feeling and con- 
vicuon, Matviyenko seemed absorbed in a list of 
figures that lay before him, on a sheet of paper 
torn from a memorandum pad. His heavy eye: 
lids drooped, giving his face an expression of 
extreme fatigue. 

“So youre removing Shatilov, comrade man- 
ager?” he asked, lifting stern, thoughtful eyes 
to Krainev. 

Sergei Petrovich told him what had happened 
at the general report. Matviyenko frowned. He 
knew the director’s temper. 

“Still, 'm not intending to remove Shatilov,” 
Krainev declared, and went on to explain his 
plan. 

Matviyenko thought awhile. 

“You're right, Sergei Petrovich,” he said fi- 
nally. “The Party organization will back you.” 

“That’s just what I came to see you about,” 
said Krainev, relieved. 

“It’s all my fault,” Teplova put in, “It was 
my figures on Lyutov’s work that gave him his 
reputation. I didn’t take into account the change 
of shifts.” 

“No, no, Valentina Ivanovna,” Krainev re- 
turned. “It was my job to see into that. I should 
have realized sooner how things stood. Only we’ve 
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had so few failures, up to “— that I've - 
cally looked into them properly. 


Coming home that evening, Krainey foun; 
his apartment empty. There was a we + 
" the door: “Vadim is_ upstairs. yal : 
rovich went up to the next floor, an Tang the 

carovs’ bell. | 
av en was opened by Elena Remar 
the chief engineer’s wife. Two little oye 
nev s son, Vadim, and this playmate, pamagine 
karov—came running after her, and Krainev li 
them both to kiss. _ 

“Has Vasya telephioned?” he asked. “Wil 
he soon be home?” 


Elena shook her head. 
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well, Vasva never seems tired. His step igs 80 
light! But when there’s trouble. he walks differ- 
ently. and his voice is different, too—duller.” 

Sergei Petrovich turned his eyes away. The 
tone of his voice, the weight of his footsteps 
whom had they ever interested? Elena, reading 
his thoughts, wished she had been more careful. 

There was an awkward pause. 

“Well, Pl be going,” he said, beckoning to 
Vadim. 

“Don't go, Sergei Petrovich!” pleaded Elena, 
seizing his arm. “Stay and have dinner with us. 
Please!” 

“No, thank you,” he replied determinedly, “I’ll 
have my dinner at home.” And again he turned 
away his eyes. 

“Well. then, be sure you don’t give any of 
it to Vadim,” Elena warned him, when she had 
made sure he was not angry. “He and Victor 
just had a contest to see which could eat the 
most.” 

“Who won? Victor?” asked Sergei Petrovich. 
smiling. 

“Nobody! Nobody!” the boys cried rapturously. 

“T interfered,” Elena explained. “I saw they 
were simply gorging, so I stopped supplies. Stub- 
born as their fathers, both of them- they’d sooner 

burst than own themselves beaten,” 
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“Why 1s everything _ oeecrent wit the \y. 
9” Sercei Petrovich wondered, ag }, 7 
karovs: | ” ag to his own apartment. “Ele 
down the . ‘nterest in the works, and jy he 
; ch an interes | 
takes Su blems, After all, she has interey, 
husbane's es no less than anybody. She’ 
of 1 English and she does a lot of reading 
stu ying jon’t try hard enough to interest Irin 
—, k No, that’s not so. I’ve done my 
b 7 ad neue got an ounce of sympathy. + 
worried over her problems, _ —_ never hes 
over mine. Never. | wonder why! dinner Bu 
In the kitchen, he found a cold a y 
there was no bread. He ate a few § — 
dheese, with some vanilla rusks that were ; C 
in the bread box, and lay down on the ong 
Vadim immediately scrambled up beside ™™ 
The boy was always eager for these rare moments 
when he could take Possession of his father 4” 
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Then, noticing how _ his father’s eyelids 
drooped, Vadim grew still. Sergei Petrovich fell 
asleep. and the boy dozed off beside ‘him. 

They were both awakened by the telephone. 
Opanasenko was calling, from the shop. He asked 
nermission to <end for a foreman to relieve 
[vutov. Sergei Petrovich forbade him to do s0. 

\ few minutes later, Lyutov telephoned him. 
self. complaining that he was tired and asking to 
he relieved. as his shift was over. 

“You can hold out till morning. It’s harder 
-» the trenches.” Krainev answered sharply, and — 
hung up the receiver. 

Vadim was half asleep on the couch. Sergei 
Petrovich lifted him tenderly and carried him to 


hed. 


Lyutov was compelled to work on through the 
night shift. He tried the first-aid centre, but the 
doctor found nothing wrong with him and re- 
fused to give him a release. Nothing remained but 
to return to the shop and get to work. In No. 
3 and No. 5 furnaces, where the slag had been 
<kimmed in his shift, the phosphorus content was 
slowly but steadily rising. Lyutov rushed madly 
from one furnace to the other. He tried to skim 
the slag again, but it was too late: the slag 
brought the metal with it. 
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Melter Nikitenko watched Lyutoy’ 


S every Move 
He was very sorry about the metal, but 


:' glaq to 
see Lyutov exposed. Coming up close, he looked 
mockingly into the foreman’s flustered face and 
asked : 


“Well. comrade foreman—got stuck IN your 
99 
own muck, eh? 


When Lyutovy, 


growing desperate. 
shout and curse, Ni 


kitenko broke in sh 
“Hold your 


noise. What are we 20 

> 

about the Phosphorus? Curses won’t 
down.” 


began to 
arply: 
ing to do 
bring it 
Lyutov seemed to shrink 
“Oh, well, Comra ‘he said ingra. 
tiatinely, “the steel can go for roofing.” 
“Nothing doing!” thundered Nikitenko. “Last 
night we ruined our steel, al] 


into himself. 


de Nikitenko,’ 


on account of 
and lost oyr for 


igs S° to waste,” Lyu- 
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something else.” Ply. 
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Nothing 


la Suted again. 

1e ee 
. stay here Kn this ol 1S right, if 
*4ren't you ~USed fo, somethi semorrow! 
‘ ne 


else! Any 


steel that can't help the front is that much steel 
gone to waste. Dump in some more hot metal, 
and start all over.” 

“Are you crazy, Nikitenko? We'll overload the 
furnace, and put it out of commission. They'll 
throw us out of the works for that.” 

“And serve us right if they do. Only that 
would be too soft. Spoilers ought to be shot.” 

And Nikitenko hurried away, to persuade shift 
manager Bondarev to allow an additional charge 
of hot metal. 

The furnace was loaded to the limit, and the 
process recommenced. When ore was added, slag 
came pouring out through all the doors and 
‘looded the whole charging level. The sweating 
crew cleared it away by hand. Lyutov cursed fu- 
riously. fearing that the metal would burn through 
the sill and come rushing out after the slag. 
Should that happen, the furnace would be doomed 
to a protracted stoppage. 

Sasha, moving away for a moment’s respite, 
paused beside Lyutov. 

“Bad bees, bad honey,” he said loudly, brush- 
ing the streaming sweat away from his eyes. 

Lyutoy clenched his teeth, but said nothing. 

luutsenko came up slowly from No. 5, and 
watched the bustling foreman for a while, shak- 
ing hig head. 


41 


_ 


“What about mine—Aare ve EOIng to ' 
ronight, oF what ; he demanded finally. 
Lvutov towards his eae 
, The metal from No. 9 was cast for rOOfins 
At No. 3 however, Nikitenko “— to tap the 
heat until its quality was cde fell ue orem 
thoroughly subdued, — ollowed the oy. 

ory melter. 
eae ag rd came into the record roOm nex! 
morning. she found the shop manager al the desk. 
<tarine at Lvutov as though he had never seen the 
man before, Lyutov, red as a boiled lobster, was 
mopping perspiration from his cheeks and fore 
head. with a look of mingled guilt and bewilder- 
ment in his shifty eyes. | 

The door opened, and Dubenko strode 1. 


Learning of the failure of No. 5, he had hasten 
immediately to the shop. 
The daily report began. And in the course / 
Lni« report. 


which developed gradually into a 8” 
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CHAPTER THREE 


By nieht. the tow , 
y nieht, the town melted into darkness, merged 


arth, Only over the blacked-out works 
rise from time to time. Every 
eel would lift the sheltering 
works, and with it 


with the e 
did a red ol Ow 
tapping of iron or sl 
mask of darkness from the 


from the town. 
Te Ve ,) ° r : 
You can’t hide the sun,” Krainev reflected, 


n-hearth shop. The building 
flagration. Every chink, every 
thie tiniest, sent out 
the night, Krainev 
watched them with troubled eyes. While only the 
ordinary operations WeTe in progress, the shop 
remained invisible; but the tapping of the fur- 
naces was not to be concealed. 

He went inside. Encased in sheet iron 
oof, the shiop had become very stuffy. 
e the furnaces Was there a current 
ir, pumped in by powerful ventila- 


approaching the ope 
seemed to house a con 
cpening in the roof, even 
bright searchlight rays into 


from 


cround to 
Only opposit 


of cool night a 
ie bay. 


o the teemll 
in 


tors. 
iced down int 
carlet rectangles, 


Krainev gla! 
Newly filled moulds elowed, S 
the darkness below. 


Standing there 0” 
called the past tew days: Ly! 


melters) angry faces; Dubenko, 


|. he re- 


the charging leve 
the 


itov’s exposure: 


promptly rescind: 
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ing the order for Shatilov’s demotion: the } 
»iness in Shatilov’s eyes. He recalled other me, 
Valya Teplova’s, warm and friendly; and, som 
how. life assumed a brighter aspect. | 

Krainev’s reflections were interrupted hy ; 
shrill. warning blast of the works whistle. ‘Be 
fore he could collect his thoughts, a violent ex. 
plosion sounded. A second followed, and a third 
After a brief pause, a fourth explosion, still more 
violent. rocked the whole building. Hundreds of 
bomb splinters rattled against the roof, tore at 
the iron-sheathed walls, clattered down on the iron 
floor plates of the charging level. Somebody 
screamed. 

For a fraction of an instant, stinging fear 
clued Krainev to one of the pillars supporting the 
roof. But he broke immediately away, an 
ran down the level towards No. 1 furnace, The 
workers had gathered here, just inside the shop 
entrance. Krainev was about to order them to 
leave for the slit trenches, when suddenly a rapid. 
multiple rat-tat-tat began overhead, as though 
someone were emptying a sack of peas onto the 
roof, An enemy plane was strafing the building. 
Death-bearing lines of light——tracer machine-gun 
bullets pierced the roof, and ricochetted ei 
the charging level. Metal struck coldly against 
metal. 7 


MM 


“Get under the level!” Krainev shouted, realiz- 
ng that the thick plates offered reliable shelter 
ggainsl hallets and bomb splinters. 

As suddenly As u had begun, the bombing 
ended. Whistle and sirens soon blew the all clear 


} the crews quickly cathered at their furnaces. 


The enemy was still far removed; but the war 
sad already burst ‘nto the town, At first a distant 
menace, threatening the threshold of the nation. 
+ stood today at the threshold of every home. 
\ore. it had entered every home. The short hours 
of uneasv sleep were broken by incessant alerts. 
Systematic bombings made work almost impos- 
sible. To people's growing anxiety for the fate 
of the country, for the lot of the thousands of 
women, children left in towns and villages 


men. 
seized by the enemy, Was added an unremitting 
s, their own families. 


eoncern [cr their own work 


their own lives. 
Particularly difficult was the work of the open- 


hearth shop. Several times every night, the men 
would have to leave the shop for the slit trenches. 
The gas would he turned low, and the metal 
would coo] in the furnaces. After the all clear, 
‘» would be reheated, only to cool again during 
the next alert. It would take all day to bring 
the night’s work to rights; and as soon &s dark- 
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ness fell the same thing woulg bep; 
In , 
several davs on end, the shop vay 
ave 
n 


f1on. 
oF ] s . e 
\\ hen the alert sounded. and Ir 


a blanket hastily around Vadim. ran : 

shelter with the sleepy child, elon - 
hurry straight to the shop. He would Find Won, 
and hushed, Only the shift manager. a dari 
and the melters were obliged to remain 
furnaces, with two bricklayers in case . at th, 
gency. But Matviyenko, calm and steg dy a 
invariably appear. Then Teplova would it 
and then the shop mechanic, looking erimmer \'': 


app, 


te th 


cvery raid. 

At first Sergei Petrovich remonstrated wi: 
them, and. tried repeatedly, without success. ti 
drive them home. In the end, however, he zav 
up these fruitless efforts, In the depths of bs 
heart, he was pleased to have these three in tt 
shop during alerts. Despite the black blinds. th 
record room seemed bright and cozy. They would 
all smoke, even Teplova. Matviyenko brought © 
these “parties,” as he called their nightly gather 
ings, a spirit of drollery and friendly teasing 
When danger was close, the power station ” 
turn off all lights, and only the glowin 
rettes would relieve the darkness in the ae 

Krainev was oppressed by a sense of his 
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o cir 
g ON 


helplessness, his inability to offer active resist 


ance to the enemy. 
One night, entering the shop during an alert 
- c * 


surprised to hear loud laughter. A narrow 


rip of light. coming through one of the furnace 
~~ o 2 . . 
doors. faintly outlined a group of people on the 


charging level. Coming closer, he recognized the 
crew of the Comsomol furnace, and, towering 
above their youthful figures, a huge. moustache 
reemer. whose deep. rolling laugh drowned out 
other voices. Krainev stopped to listen. 

“J was down in the slit trench, waiting for 
the all clear.” said Sasha, when the laughter had 
=ubsided, “and all of a sudden I heard some won® 
an yelling up at the entrance: “Ksenya. Ksenya. 


are you there?’ Well. of courst- everyone started 
2 There's lots of girls named 


asking—which Ksenya 

Ksenya. And then she said: ‘Oh. good Lord. 

Ksenotont Petrovich. he jumped right out of the 
coat on!’ Only. 


Lathtub and forgot to pul his 
all right, her 


don't you s€e- he had his coat on. 
4. It wasnt his coat he forgot. He 


all 


was sitting -. there on the wet clav wit 
gants on. . 
<t of laughter interrupted Sasha s 


story. and he laughed with the rest. 
| not help bvt 


distance, could 
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, Ling for,” Sasha continued, “It y, 
OORT; ; 


Nya hi, | 
And | old Vay, 

va e 94 % > (* () ‘ a 

Ksenofont Petrovich, And ev rybody In thar,” 


‘ re | 
is just about rolling on the floor. It wet 
was Just ¢ 


as 8¢ 
PASped Out 
? started crawling | 
my poor sides !’—and st B . 


trench on all fours. Well, and the rest of | 
followed him. You know yoursel ves, when 4 
low’s feeling jolly, there’s nothing on earth 
scare him.” 

“And is that why you re not In the trench, 
where you belong?” Krainev demanded, coming 
up to them, with a hand to his lips to hide his 
smile. | 

“How can we leave the furnace, with the hea 
all ready?” returned Shatilov, “We were Just go- 
ing to tap it when the alert sounded. If the raid 
doesn't drag out too long, we can tap right after 
the all clear, as soon as the power comes on.” 

“Won’t it cool?” Krainey asked. Getting out 
his blue glass, he looked in at the peephole, 

“No, Sergei Petrovich, jt won't cool,” Niki- 
tenko told him cheerfully. “We're keeping the 
;, UP well, with some extra draft to keep the 


0 short, so n will show through the 
sMoKestack. We Ve POL a Watcher up on the roof, 


keeping hig Cye on the stack. SO we 
that’s al] righy,” 


F Pai . . 0. 5 
thing awful! Petro. from N : 


} 


fel 


Car, 


othing 


can he sure 
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“And what's ‘Daddy’ doing here with you?” 
Krainev asked, referring to the big teemer by his 
chop nickname, 

“Why, they haven’t got a teemer in their 
crew. Daddy returned. “They're learning fast 
enough. They've got a Comsomol melter, and a 
Comsomol foreman, too, Only when it comes to 
reeming, thev have to send for me.” 

Shatilov was violating the air defence regula- 
tions. As the work of the furnace did not expose 
the building, however, the risk seemed permis- 
sible. | 

“All right, we’ll make a try. I'll be here for 
the tapping,” Krainev said, and moved away to 
the next furnace. 

No, 4 had also been ready for tapping when 
the alert was sounded; but the gas had been shut 
off, and the steel was rapidly cooling. 

The Comsomol furnace was tapped. twenty 
minutes after the all clear. The remaining 
furnaces dragged out their heats until the morn- 
ing, | 

Coming into the record room after the teem- 
ing, Krainev found a complete “quorum”—Mat- 
viyenko’s name for gatherings of the shop author- 
ities—assembled there. 

Sergei Petrovich immediately telephoned head- 
quarters to report the state of affairs in the shop. 
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Then he called his home, and Waited 


a 


, 1j ‘ led lO, 
. volce sounded ; | 
until, at last, Vadim’s © sounded jn the 
ceiver. , 9% 
“Everything all right?” he asked. 
“All right. daddy. They missed US again» 


the bov replied. He was firmly CONVinced thar 


‘heir home was the prime target of the German 
tlvers 

As Sergei Petrovich, greatly relieved, hung up 
the receiver. Teplova said: 

“We ought to get the rest of the workers t, 
back up the Comsomo] crew, and stay on the Job 
during air raids. Otherwise we'll never get any. 


Matviyenko elanced at Krainev, with a barely 
perceptible smile. He liked the proposal. But 


Valya thought the Party secretary was laughing 
at her. 


“Why not?” she demanded hotly. “Why not? 
Ours at the front. dao they leave the 
they re bombed? Of COUrse not! 
we’ Aren't we working 

“The workers wil] 
venko confidently, “It’s 
find jt hard to CONVINGE. 
fence regulations 


trenches when 
So why ghould 


for the front?” 


. , %% . : 
be Willing. said Matvi- 
thie AULhOrities We may 
| : It’s ALi rise thre air de- 
, don’t forges.” 
Telephoning the WOrk sy Party 


» CET tte he 
requested Gayevoi lo come to the shop. 
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Yybenko came in, on hi 
_ uber cr ait ride, Soom after, Gayevot ap 
eared. — 

N e can't ask the workers to stay in the shop 
juring raids, Matviyenko said, with an enquir- 
ng —- . the director. “But if they stay of 
heir own will, I think we can take the risk. I’m 
-yre Pyotr Ivanovich will approve.” 

Mter a little thought, Dubenko agreed, add- 
ing, however, that he would refer this decision to 
the People’s Commissar for confirmation. 

When morning came, placards appeared in the 
shop and at the works gates, proclaiming: 

“Three cheers for the Comsomol patriots! Fore- 
man Shatilov’s crew stayed at their furnace 
through the alert and kept it running normal- 
ly!” 

The following night there were several alerts, 
but not a single worker left the shop. Even old 
Pakhomich, busily lining 4 spout, only erunted 
and grumbled 4 bit, with an uneasy upward 
elance, and then went on with his work. 

Shatilov’s crew soon had followers in the other 
shops as well; and it was not long before all the 
iron and. steel works in the Donbas were work- 
ing steadily, in spite of enemy planes. 

Blast and open-hearth furnaces worked with 


slightly bated breath; rolling mills, at full speed. 


4* ol 


